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ACT 1 


ATR I—Lapuche, 


IN Londres I vas taylor nice, 
And vork for Lor, ſo gay; 

He never beat me down my price, 
But den he never pay. 

From Lord I cou'd no money get, 
My draper vou'd no ſtay; 

So, like my Lor, I run in debt, 
And den I run avay, 
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II. 


Vicd trick on card, I pleaſe my Lor, 


He vonder how I do't; 
And Ladies all my ſkill adore, 
Ven cock in glaſs I ſhoot. 


De Britiſh guinea I command, 


My pocket to recruit; 


J ſhirt it off by ſlight of hand, 


Shift off by ſlight of foot. 


III. 


Now here in France I have no dread, 
For Lor to move my ſhear; 
For here in France dey cannot plead 
De privilege of peer. 
Monſieur, if you employ a me, 
And pretty coat you'd vear; 
Your little taylor here I'll be, 
Tres humble ſerviteur. f 


499 


AIR Ui. 


MY morning of life, ah! how tranquil, how 
bright ! 
No cares found a place in my breaſt ; 
My noon now is evening, and ſoon muſt be 
night, | | : 
A night without comfort or reſt! Fe 


IIs 


The flood, how reſplendent, with clear azure 
ſkies! 
Tho' tempting too late to his coſt ; 
Beneath, for his heaven, who wantonly tries, 
In ſtreams of falſe pleaſure is loſt, 


AIR III. —Mrs. Caſey. 


THE Britiſh lion is my ſign, 
A roaring trade I drive on; 
Right Engliſh uſage, neat French wine, 
A landlady muſt thrive on; 
8 At 
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(10) 


At table d höte to eat and drink, 


Let French and Engliſh mingle; 
And while to me they bring the chink, 
F aith, let the glaſſes jingle. 
Your rhino-rattle, 
Come men and cattle, 
Come all to Mrs. Caſey, 
Of trouble and money, 
My jewel, my honey ! 
I warrant I'll make you eaſy. 


II, 
When dreſs'd and ſeated in my bar, 
Let ſquire, beau, or belle come; 
Let captains kiſs me if they dare, 
*Tis, Sir, you're kindly welcome! 
On ſhuffle, cog, and ſlip I wink, 
Loet rooks and pigeons mingle ; 
And, if to me they bring the chink, 
Faith, let the glaſſes jingle. 
Tour rhino rattle, &c. 


III. 


Let love fly here on ſilken wings, 
His tricks I ſhall connive at; 

The lover who wou'd ſay ſoſt things, 
Shall have a room in private, 
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On pleaſures I am pleaſed to wink, 
So lips and kiſſes mingle ; 
For, while to me they bring the chink, 
Faith, let the glaſſes jingle, 
Your rhino rattle, &c, 


AIR IW.—Ria. 


OH, lingering time ! why with us ſtay, 
When abſent love we mourn ; 

And why ſo nimbly glide away, 

At our true love's return. 


II, 


Ah, gentle time! the youth attend, 
' Whoſe abſence here I mourn ; 
The cheerful hours in pity ſend, 
That bring my love's return, 


III. 


I feel my heart with rapture beat, 
No longer ſhall I mourn; | 
My lover foon with ſmiles I'll meet, 

And hail his dear return, 
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(12 ); 


ATR Ven Winkne. 


When the ſun withdraws his ray ; 


Now they ſhine in borrow'd ſplendour, 


Painted by the beam of day. 
With each good, fair Eden planted, 
Ev'ry ſweet that ſenſe cou'd move; 
Paſſion, ſighs, tho? all is granted, 
No enjovment without love. 
Deareſt maid ! thy ſmiles beſtowing, 
Bright and gay thy hours ſhall be; 


By this heart with rapture glowing, 


Thou art light and love to me. 
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AIR VI—Naunette, 


INDEED 'n do the beſt I can, 
To pleaſe fo kind a gentleman ; 


| FLOWERS their beauties all fartender, 5 


You lodge with us, and you ſhall ſee, 


How careful poor Nannette will be: 
So nice, ſo neat, fo clean your room, 


With beaupots for the ſweet perfume, 
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An't 
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An't pleaſe you, ſir, > | 
When you get upp . 
Your coffee brown, ey 
In china cup; 
Dinner, deſert, 
And bon ſouper, | | 
Sur mon honeur, = 
At night you be, 
With waxen taper light to bed, 
By poor Nannette your chambermaid, 
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AIR VI. Rg. 


THE night, when paſt, in golden ſkies, 

If whiten'd cliffs the ſailor ſpies, 
Completely bleſt; 

The ſight each tender thought inſpires, 

His love's on ſhore, and fancy fires 

His faithful breaſt ; 

The faithful waves ſalute his oar, 

He pulls, and ſings my love's on ſhore, 


( 14 ) 
AIR VIIL—D vxrro.— Henry and Roſa. 


BROOKS to your W ah ! ſwiftly re- 
turn, 

Tear drop on tear, and give life to the urn; 

Truth and virtue paſs away, 

Ere I for another my true love betray. 


END QF ACT 1, 


ATR IX.—Tallybo, 


I'm your's at any ſort o' fun, 
| My buck, I tell you ſo; 
A main to fight, a nag to run, 
But ſay the word, tis done, and done, 
All's one to Tallyho. 
Upon a ſingle card I'll ſet, 
A thouſand pound or fo; 
But name the thing, I'll bind the bet, 
And if Iloſe, I'll ſcorn to fret, 
| All's one to Tallyho. 

Suppoſe you challenge in a glaſs, 
Sweet Doll, my pretty doe; 
And think your love cou'd mine ſurpaſs, 
I'd ſwallow hogſheads for my laſs, 
All's one to Tallyho, 


AIR 


(16). 


1 : | 
þ | ATR A. —Calia. 
1 SEARCH all che wide creation round, 


Or earth, or air, or deep profound; 

To ſome great univerſal end, 

Pow'r, ſenſe, inſtin&, reaſon tend, 
*T'is love, ſweet univerſal love. 
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TY Why Phœbus ſmile upon the morn, 
F 6 Why lend a ray to Dian's horn; 
N 1 Why flowers perfume the breath of ſpring, 
WE Or why do birds on hawthorns ſing, 
=. | - TLiis love, ſweet univerſal love! 
[/ 
ATR XI.—Lapoche. 
LOVE does ſo run in my head, 
1 | Devil a ſtitch can I do; 5 
f N "a | From my jump out of my bed, 
1 Till my jump in it vid you. 
it . 2 8 . | Sweet 
Pet, 
Liver once cold as a cucumber. 
=_ .| - | » Heigho! 
q / 20 | Go, 
i Get away, little Nannette, 7 
| | Welcome 


( 7 4 

Welcome my boſom, a new comer, 
Who, like me, loves you? Not a man! 
My handkerchief, vas I great Otto nan, 

Drops at your petty toe. 
Sweet hen, in your beauties I'll ſun me, 
Your twinkles and dimples have won me ; 
Den vink and ſmile pretty upon me, 
Your game-cock den vill I crow. 


— » —_— 


AT R XII (Roxprav.) Henry. 


THRO' circling ſweets I freely rove, 
And think my paſſion true; 

But ev'ry charm that man can love, 
Sweet love, I find in you. 

{ will not boaſt, with Stoic pride, 
That I've a heart of ſtone; 

That I have often gaz'd and ſigh'd, 
To you I'll frankly own, 

For circling ſweets, &c. 


That beauty bears a gentle mind, 
The ſource of every joy, 
Is now the hope I with to find, 
Then don't that hope deſtroy. 
DE C | Then 
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Then ſince that each external grace 
Is by my fair poſſeſs' dj 
In pity let her mind keep pace, 
And make her lover bleſt. 
For circling ſweets, &e: 


— 
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AIR XIII — Celia. 


NO hurry I'm in to be married, 


But if it's the will of my brother, 
I'd much rather ſtay, 
Yet, ſince in the way, 
I as well may have you as another. 


A ſtrange cuſtom this, to be married, 
Tho' follow'd by father and mother; 
The grave, and the gay, 
Put ſince in the way, 
I as well may have you as another. 


A prude, tho' ſhe long to be married, 


Endeavours her wiſhes to fmother , 
I'd give you her nay, 
But ſince in the way, 


as well may have you as another. 


ATR 


AIR XIV. —D VETT,—Henry and Tallybo. 


Tall. 
Hen. 
Tall. 


Hen. 
Tall. 


1 
Tak. 
Hep. 


Both. 


Tall. 
Hen. 


Both. 


Tall, 
Hen. 
Tall. 


Hen, 
Tall, 


; 


Your hand, 
Your hand, 
My hero, 
My buck. 
No more words, 
No more pother ! 
My ſiſter is your's, 
Your ſiſter is mine, 
And the bargain is ſtruck; 
My brother, 
My brother ! 
The field around, 
We'll ſlang em, 
We'll ſlang 'em; 


And if they complain, the captain | 


ſhall bang 'em, 

In this, and that, and ev'ry nation, 

Every rank, and every ſtation, 
All, all declare, 
That cheating is fair, 


C 2 Hu. If 


Hen. 
Tall. 


Hen. 
Tall. 


Both, 


f 9, J 
If it takes but the knowing-one in. 
Miſs Polly, how coy, 
With her amorous boy, 
Cries, © Dear, fir, oh! fie, fir!” 
And bridles her chin, 
You impudent man, you, 


How can you, how can you? 


*Tis all, 
*Tis all, 
To take the knowing-one in. 
For all declare, 
That cheating 1s fair, 


If it takes but the knowing- 


one in. 


END OF ACT II. 
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AG PT 
4 TR XIV -—Tallybo. 


IN London my life is a ring of delight, 
In frolics I keep-up the day and the night; 
I ſnooze at the Hummums till twelve, per- 
haps later ; 
I rattle the bell, and I roar up the waiter. 
Your honor, ſays he, and he tips me a 
leg, 
He brings me my tea, but I ſwallow an 
egg; 
For tea in a morning's a ſlop I renounce, 
So I down with a glaſs of the right cherry 
bounce.. 
With ſwearing, tearing! 
Ranting, jaunting ! 
Slaſhing, ſmaſhing ! 
Smacking, cracking! 
Rumbling, tumbling ! 
Laughing, quafiing ! 
Smoking, joking ! 
 Swagg'ring, ſtagg'ring! | 
So thoughtleſs, ſo knowing, fo green and fo 
mellow, 
This, this 1 is the life of a frolickſome fellow. 
11. My 
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My phaeton I mount, and the plebs they 
all ſtare, 

J handle my reins, and my elbows I 
ſquare ; 

My ponies ſo plump, and as white as a lily, 
Thro' Pall-mall I ſpank it, and up Picca- 
dilly. 

Till, loſing a wheel, egad, down come 
ſmack, 
So, at Knightſbridge I throw myſelf into 
a hack, 
At Tatterſall's fling a leg over my nag, 
Thus viſit for dinner, then dreſs in a bag; 
With ſwearing, Kc. 
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A ZR 0 5. Henry. 


LET fame ſound her trumpet, and cry 
« Toe was, 
Jet glory re- echo the ſtrain; 
The full tide of honour may flow from the 
{car, | | 
And heroes may {mile on their pain. 
The 
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633 
The treaſures of Autumn let Bacchus diſ- 
| " play; 
And ſtagger about with his bow]; 
On ſcience, let Sol beam the luſtre of day, 
And wiſdom give light to the ſoul. 
Let India unfold her rich gems to the view, 
Fach virtue, each joy to improve; 
Oh, give me the friend that I know to be true, 
And the fair that I tenderly loye! 
What's glory but pride? a vain bubble is 1 
| fol -F 


And riot the pleaſures of wine 
What's riches but trouble, and trie's a name, 
But friendſhip and love are divine. 


FINS E © 
Ld. Win. This patriot fire within each heart, 
For ever let us nouriſh ; | 
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Of glory ſtill the golden mart, ; 
May England ever flouyh, 1 


Henry, Let Faſhion with her glitt'ring train, | 
Abroad awhile deceive us, i 
Celia, We long to ice dear home again, * "A 
The love of England muſt remain, "= : 
And tiiat can never leave us; | | IN | 
This patriot fire, &c. | 
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Sir J. Bull. My future range, 
The Stock Exchange, 
Tis there I'll mend my paces 
Nor g1g nor nag, 
John Bull ſhall drag, 
To French or Engliſh races. 


La. Bull. At feaſt or ball, 


At Grecers Hall, 

Tis there Vil mend my paces; 
Yet nothing keep 
Me from a peep, 

At French and Engliſh races, 


EH 
Now of each doubt and perplexity eas'd, 
From Fontainbleau we prance ; 
In hopes with our errors, our friends will be 


pleas'd, | 
As *tis our way in France. 


THE EN D. 


